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office in their hands. In little grotips they stood about the deck
and no doubt their presence maintained a measure of order which
otherwise might have been wanting. A number of youths and
boys, too, visited the ship and ran riot all over the place* Nothing
was sacred to them. They penetrated as far as they dared into
the engine room, the saloons and the alley-ways below deck and
would no doubt have visited every cabin had not the doors been •
locked. Their curiosity was intense but their manners were
excellent. A little condescending, they maintained the attitude
of scions of a proud and fanatical race amongst a lot of persons
whom they no doubt considered as outcasts and infidels. The
Arabic spoken at Dabai is, I am told, a dialect that is entirely
local and not in use elsewhere.
From Dabai a few hours' steaming took us to the island of
Henjam, off the Persian shore of the Gulf.    There the British
Admiralty has established a Naval Stores Depot—where supplies
of coal, oil and other requisites are obtainable by H.M/s ships.
There is also a Naval Hospital, a Signal   Station, a Wireless
installation and other useful  institutions.     The  anchorage is
sheltered and the place on the whole healthy though the climate
is, like all these Gulf ports, damp and very hot.    It appears that
no definite arrangement as to Henjam was come to with the
Persian Government, which, at the time of its occupation by
England, was a more or less negligible  quantity.    But the
situation has altered.   Persia has reorganized itself and its Shah
and Government are asking—and rather pertinently—how we
come to be there.   The negotiations entered into by the British
Goverment to obtain a lease from Persia of the shore and
anchorage have so far led to no results.   The Persian Govern-
ment seems prepared to compromise but on terms which are
unacceptable and extravagant,
Henjam lies in the vicinity of Bander Abbas, a Persian port
near the famous island of Hormuz (Ormuz) where once the
Portuguese were firmly established after a victorious campaign
on the neighbouring mainland. Bander Abbas, where our
steamer anchored for a few hours, extends for more than a mile
along the sea front. About twenty miles inland a range of
barren mountains rises to a height of 6,000 feet above sea level*
As we steamed away we passed close to the island of Hormuz
where the old Portuguese fort, a mass of building of some size,
still stands on a spur of rock jutting out into the sea* The island
itself is a curiously coloured mass of volcanic hills of fantastic

